The Hidden Treasure
on the left, where the house and its little village are enclosed
in mud walls and surrounded by trees. The chauffeur, with
curiosity unsatisfied, left us, and rugs were spread and my
luggage deposited in a little cobbled court with palm trees and
a tank of water, where a band of Persian exiles, mostly relations
of Shah Riza, soon gathered round us.
Here, owing to the fact that I had not yet discovered the
depths of my Philosopher's incompetence, and still expected
him to do things, we spent three weary days, relieved only by
The Pilgrim's Progress which I happened to have with me and
by visits from the village notables. It was a curious little society
of emigres, full of whispers and intrigues and illicit intercourse
with those of the old regime in Pusht-i-Kuh. I soon saw that
my friends, if ever I were discovered with them, would all
be most decidedly and justifiably " suspect" to any Persian
authority.
As for crossing the border, with or without a passport,
there seemed to be no difficulty. The thing was to be guided
by some family connection who could be trusted not to give
one away. The smuggling of cloth, tea and sugar is now so
extensive and continuous that all the secret ways were well
known and animals could easily be found. Shall Riza's
cousin Mahmud would walk across to some friends of his just
over the frontier line, and arrange it.
Meanwhile they sat plotting late into the night, plying poor
Shah Riza with conflicting advice, so that he looked more like
a philosopher than ever, bewildered among the diversities of
truth. They squatted near the tank in the light of a lantern,
Shah Riza in the middle with wild grey locks and a pained
expression, looking from one to the other, while they told
him that, whatever else he did without, a Pahlevi hat and a
pair of trousers must be procured and worn by anyone who
wanted to enter Persia.
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